THE RAMBLING SAILOR

Now he, dark-sailing through a host of lights,
Came, drowned with seas, and earth broke over him.

And earth broke over him ; men, rank on rank,
Smashed down upon his dream that had prepared
A different thing.   And when he ate and drank,
Sitting alone in smudgy inns, he stared
To find a face his heart should recognise.
No face would come but a slender ship only,
Daring the drifting prison of the skies
For that last landfall of the odyssey.                      10

Oh, folded yet with watery ply !
Stemless forests wave their bines
And finny things that flicker by
Winnow the dark streets that lie
Unpaven yet of that city.
But let him loose the snaky twines
Of rope, escape the traffic, flee
The harbour, and put out to sea.
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IN the old back streets o* Pimlico,
On the docks at Monte Video,                          20

At the Ring o5 Bells on Plymouth Hoe
He'm arter me now wheerever I go.
An' dirty nights when the wind do blow
I can hear him sing-songin* up from sea :
Oh ! no man nor woman's bin friend to me
An3 to-day I'm feared wheer to-morrow I'll be,
Sin5 the night the moon lay whist and white
On the road goin* down to the Lizard Light
When I heard him hummin5 behind me.
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